FOUR         TALES        BY        ZELIDE

of the sight of unhappy passion and humiliated
pride. May God keep Fanny from misfortune and
me from remorse 1

I will write again to my aunt, and once more
recommend Fanny to her benevolence.

LETTER IV

I discourse to you, my dear friend, on very dull
topics, and with what f prolixity, what detail!
But it is thus that things appear to me, and I
should feel myself to be telling you nothing if I
did not tell you everything. They arc tiiflcs which
distress or provoke me, and which put me in the
wrong. Listen, therefore, once more to a tale of
trifles.

Three weeks ago a ball was given at Guildford.
Mr. Henley was one of the subscribers. A relative
of Mr. Henley, who owns a house there, invited us
to go to her the previous day and to cariy the
child with us. We went; I wore the costume which
I desired to wear, a dress which I had worn at a
London ball eighteen months ago, and a hat,
feathers, and flowers which my aunt and Fanny
had sele&ed expressly for this entertainment and
which I had received two days before. I had only
myself seen them at the moment of putting them
on, not having until then unpacked the bandbox,
I was excessively pleased; I believed myself to
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